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other, countries, from the Turks, if necessary. And he who
rids tlamlin of rats shall have all the gold in the treasury,
which, being run by an honest administration, is full and
overbrimming/'

He coughed, an endless asinine cough. A girl with a skin
as white as milk, a nose tiny as a bean, eyes bluer than the
Mediterranean, approached him and beat lightly his back.

" Father/' she said, and her voice was softer than her skin,
" be not overwrought. The good Lord will save us from the
rats."

" Thank you, Anna, my daughter/'   He wiped his mouth

with a red kerchief, which reached from his face to his knees.

She looked up.   Our eyes met as two goats meet, horns

inextricably wound.   Our smiles flew to each other as moths

fly toward a flame.

The people, mumbling, whispering, expostulating, arguing,
began to disperse.

" Your Honour, Herr Hundsaas, Burgomaster of Hamlin,"
I called, " I can rid you of the rats/'

The citizens, suddenly aware of my presence, stared at me,
looked at one another, questioned with their eyes, with their
shoulders and elbows.
Herr Hundsaas pouted, sniffed and asked:
" Who are you, stranger ? "

" He is the Pied Piper! He is Kikiriki! He is Bunting!"
a hundred little voices answered on all sides. A hundred
little bodies popped up like cork on water.

Herr Hundsaas turned his head in all directions at one
time and commanded: " Silence ! " And in his bristling
moustache he muttered : " Ill-mannered brats ! " Turning to
me, he asked again, with the gravity of an ape extricating
a louse from the shaggy flank of his paramour: " Who are
you, pray?"

" Out of the mouths of these babes comes the truth. I
am the Pied Piper, and I will rid your town of the rats."